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Parcite paucanim diiFundere crimen in omnes, 
Spei-lettir merit i:j quaeqi^e puella siiis. 
Sa^jjc viii lalliiiit, teiiene non sa*pe puella, 
Faucaque »i quadras, crimma tVaudis habent 

Qvkiiiis dc arte ainandi. lib. HI* 

Alii with the crimes of lew, to. loud forbear, 
^' or blend the virtuous vitli the guilty fair. 
Oil tlie tolid maid inconstant man betrays, 
llarely, Irom him she loves, a woman strays* 

Ovid's art of love, book III. 
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Though ten long years the sword Ulysses dre\f# 

And wander'd ten ; Penelope was true ; 

Protesilaus falls; his widow*d mate* 

To love a victim^ and untunc^ly fate : 

The blame her crimes deserve let Helen bcar# 

Yotir generous pity wronged CEnone shiifet* 

Medea Jason banish'd from his bed. 

Another bride, perfidious, thither led. 

OYJd'f u% of kure, book CL 

* This tine Is not In the origmaL 



PENELOPE 



TO 



ULYSSES. 



Thus thy Penelope, Ulysses, greets, 
Thus to return, her lingering lord, intreats": 
Stay not to answer ; bane of eveiy joy 
To Grecian maids, low lies detested Troy, 
Troy, and old Priani and his conquered host. 
Scarce worth the labours and the tears they cost. 
O had the adulterer in the deep been laid, 
Ere his proud fleet for Lacedemon made I 



Mine had not prov'd a cold forsaken bed. 
Nor had I tedious days in soitow led, 
Nor \<rhile I sought to waste die night unblesfe 
The pendent web my widow'd hands opprest. 
How oft my fears beyond thetruth would rove ! 
How full of fond solicitude is love J 
At thee I diought the fiercest foe must aim, 
And tum'd all pale at Hector's Iiated name ; 
Hector, they said, Antilochus had slain, 
Then caus'd Antilochus my coward pain ; 
When bled Patroclus arm'd in borrowed mail, 
Fast flowed my tears that stratagem should fail,* 
The Lycian spear Tlepolemus bedew'd. 
Thy fate, Tlepolemus, my grief renew'd : 
Till every Grecian in the battle slain, 
Chiird my fond bosom as the icy pSiio : 



5 



But to chaste love some god protection gives, • 
Troy lies in ashes, and my husband lives. 
The Greeks return, at blazing altars bend, 
fiarbaric spoils to Grecian gods suspend ; 
Maids for their lovers sav'd their offerings bring. 
Troys fates subdued by dieirs the level's sing. 
Old men admire, and trembling girls giow pale. 
While the fond wife devours the husband's talc*- 
One, on the table, d'aws the battle's line. 
And Troy, all Troy describes in drops of wine. 
*Here Simois flow'J, Sigeum's land was here 
Here Priam's palace seen its head to rear ; 
This was the gromd the wise Ulysses chose, 
Tliy proud pavilion there, Achilles rose. 
There, v^here uncwb'd, the fiery coursers drew 
The mangled Hectoi , trembling as they flew ; * 
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For all from Nestor did your son relate, 

When sent, in vain, to Jearn his father's fate; 

Of Rhesus and of Dolon proud to tell, 

How one in sleep, deceiv'd the other fell; 

Rash man, regardless of each tender tie. 

Who darM'st the honors of that night defy I 

By subtile art the Ihraclan camp invade, 

So many slaughter'd, and but one to aid ! 

Your foitner deeds (now tliought pretend for mc). 

I 
Compared with this were cautious, I agree: 

O how I trembled till the tale had said, 

llirough friendly hosts the fetal steeds were led! 

But what avails to me that Uion falls. 

Or the deep soil where stood the towering walls, 

Where with the captive ox tlie victors plough ? 

For others, not for me its glories bow. 



Stilly as when Troy existed, I remafn. 
And for my absent husband sigh in vain. 
Ripe for the sickle now the field appears, 
And rich with Phrygian blood the harvest bears,; 
O'er mens half buried bones the ploughshare 

goes, 
On mouldering rums tbe rank herbage grows ;.. 
Conqueror you come not, and I seek in vain 
^Vhat cause delays you, or what shores detain.. 
Whatever stranger hider bends his prow, 
I ask him coimtless questions ere he go. 
Then give for you, if found in foreign land^,,. 
With solemn charge, a letter to his hands: 
To Pylos, hoary Nestor's native plain 
I sent, to Sparta too^ but sent in vain; . 
The tiutli none knovv, uncertain nimours tcft 



8 



Where late you wander'dr or wlicrc now^tr 

dwell. 
Better if standing the Phoebcan wall, 
Fickle, my vows I hate that doomed its fall; 
Then, where you fought I certainly had known,. 
Nor, wept the common chance of war, alone. 
Not knowing what to fear, now all I dread. 
The spacious field of woes before me spread; 
Ally every peril land or seas display, 
To me are causes of your long delay. 
Thus may I doat, while vith forbidden fires^ 
Your heart perchance a fo:«ign love inspires^ 
Me you describe a fond ani nistiek fool. 
And only fit *to teizc the housewife's wool;' 
Perish the thought, to scattering winds a prey^ 
Nor free thy course, and wSJfeg be thy stayf 
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Jlf e from my wldow'd bed my angry sire. 
With threats incessant, urges to retire. 
And chides the endless causes that I feign. 
Still let him urge, and chide me still in vaiA> 
Thine am I still, and thine will ever be, 
Penelope, Ulysses, wife to thee ; 
3ut him my duty and my constant love, 
And my chaste prayers his generousbosom move. 
Not so the suitor's, i luxmious crowd. 
Rush from Dulichium, some Zacyndius proud? 
And Samos here to reign in triumph send. 
Thy wealth to plunder, and my vitals rend ; 
Why on their hateful titles should I dwell, 
Pisander, Polylus and Medon fell ? 
With these Eurymachus rapacious joins. 
His greedy hands Antinous combines; 
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A dastard troop, whose vile insatiate needs, 
Eara'd by thy precious blood thy substance feeds; 
The beggar Irus, and purveyor base, 
M«lantius, crown the spoil and the disgrace : 
We are but three and weak, a woman one, 
Laertes old, and yet a boy your son ; 
Him too had nearly seiz'd the insidious foe, 
As hence to Pylos he prepar'd to go ; 
The gods, I pray, in fate's due order give. 
To close his parent's eyes our child may live; 
For this the trusty keeper of the swine, 
Their vows the ancient nurse and herdsman join. 
Unfit for arms Laertes needs repose. 
And holds a feeble sway bestt with foes ; 
To firmer years Telemachus aspires, 
But now his youth a father's aid requires. 
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Nor can I drive the spoiler from diy home. 
Our refuge thou, our sanctuary come ! 
'Tis time thy son his father's virtues leain. 
Preserve him heaven till thou in peace return ! 
Think on Laertes, haste to close his eyes, 
Its last faint gleam the lamp of life supplies ;• 
Though my fond vows this moment speed you 

here, 
I, whom you left a girl, shall old appear. 



(ENONE. 



TO 



PARIS. 



Will Heleir 8ufi«-, and may Paris read? 
No thieatening letter fiom Mycene dread; 
From wrong'd OEnoae flow these moumfiiS 

strains 
(A nymph renown'd on Phiygia^s fertfle plains^ 
To her own Paris; wonld'st thou still be minef ' 
Say for what crime an I no longer thine ? 
What cruel god my fondest vows has crof t,. 
Or by what fate have I my husband lost^ 
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Patience the woes we merit diould sustain. 
But injur M innocence may well complain. 
Not then so great, the son of Priam now, 
A slave you were, when I (the tiuth avow) 
Deign'd, though a nymph and from the immor- 
tal wave 
Of a great river sprung, to wed a slave. 
Oft undo* trees amid our flocks when laid 
Of mingled leaves and grass our bed we made, 
Oft on the fragrant hay in slumbers lost 
The humble cot has screen'd us from the frost. 
Who shewed you thickets fittest for the chace^ 
To craggy dens the savage brood to trace ? 
Oft by your side your mesliy toils I rear'd, ' 
Oft o*er the mountain tops your dogs I chcer'd. 
You bade the wounded beech a word retaft. 
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Read, and rever'd By every passing swain; 
As the trunk grows, still grows OEnone's namc^ 
Rise up ye trees, and justify my claim : 
Well I remember where a poplar stands, 
That bears a record graven by your hands ; 
Live poplar thou upon the margin green, 
Thou, on whose rugged bark these lines are seen ; 
*When Paris bears CEnone to forsake, 
Back to his fountain head shall Xanthiismake; 
Haste back, O Xanthus, and ye waters turn, 
Palis has left the wldow'd nymph to mourn/ 
That day decided on my wretched fate. 
From that the storm of changed love I date ; 
When the three goddesses, in evil hour, 
Made thee the umpire of disputed power ; 
Jwno and Venus,, and in naked charms 
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Minerva came, more graceful deckM with arto»; 
My bosom shudderM as the tale you told, 
My limbs all treipbled, and my blood ran.coId ; 
Then fox advice, nor moderate was my fear. 
The wrinkled hag I sought, and aged seer ; 
The wrinkled hag and aged seer agree, 
My fears were jyst, all boded ill to me*. 
The lofty pine is fell'd, the plank they eleav^ 
The fleet prepared the azure waves receive; 
You wept at parting, do not that deny. 
Your present love your cheeks might deeper 

dye; 
Yes you did weep, nor did you weep alone. 
Our tears we mingled, for our grief was one ; 
Not to the elm e'er faster clung the vine. 
Than did your circling arms my neck entwine ;: 
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The saulors smil'd, how oft did you declare 
The wind detain'd you, but the wind was fair : 
How oft recall me, feigning to disn^iss, 
How oft receive, and give the parting kiss ! 
Still in my fond embraces as you hung, 
How faintly said *ferewell' your faltering 

tongue ! 
Your flaggii^ canvass courts the breeze from 

shore, 
The whitening wave upturns the pliant oar; 
Far as diey can, my sti-aining eyes pursue 
Your parting sails, my tears the sands bedew. 
1 woo the Nereids soon to bring you home. 
And to my sorrow but too soon you come ; 
My vows have brought you, but another charms» 
My cares preserv'd you for a harlot's arms. 
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A mountain rises near, whose craggy bf bw 
Surveys, and awes the unfathom'd main below; 
Here first your sails I knew with rapture seen, 
And long'd to rush through waves that roH'd 

between ^ 
When lo ! not worn by you the purple dye 
Flam'd from the prow upon my dazzled eye ; 
Nearer and nearer to the land you drew ; 
A woman's features now I trembling view ; 

/ 

Distracted wherefore did I longer stay ? 
The shameless wanton in your bosom lay ; 
My robe I rend, and beat my naked bieast, 
(My flooded cheeks my furious nails infest,^) 
Widi loud laments make sacred Ida ring, 
Then to my native rocks my sorrows bring: 
The woes her crimes have.caus'd may Helen bear. 
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Like mc deserted and like me despair ! 

Those now, who follow you o'er stormy seas, 

And leave their lawful lords, your fancy please; 

Poor on the mountains when your flocks you 

The fond CEnone was your only love, [drove, 

'Tis not your splendid fortunes I admire. 

Nor gold, nor gorgeous palaces desire, 

Of Priam's many daughters to be one, 

A dau^ter wedded to a hundredth son ! 

Not that my blood would Pi iam's lineage stain. 

Or jusdy Hecuba a nymph disdain, - 

Justly I claim a spouse of princely race, 

Nor would my hands the sceptre proud disgiac^. 

Not thou despise me that of high degree 

I deign'd thy humble fortunes share widi thee; 

D 
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Though oft our couch the beechy foliage spread. 
More fit am I to press a royal bed: 
Can you with Helen as with me repose 
Secure from fleets that bear avenging foes ? 
Sought by the tliirsty swords of injur'd kings. 
This is the portion she in triumph brings, 
Whom if you must not yet restore, enquire 
Of all your brothers, and your aged sire. 
Of Priam's self though partial to thy youth.; 
The brave Deiphobus shall own the truth ; 
Counsel receive at valiant Hector's hand, 
Or of the sage Polydamas demand, 
Learn what die giave Antenor may advise, 
Whom age has taught, experience render'd wise. 
Base to betiay your country's cause for lust, 
Yours is a shameful plea, the husband's just; 
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Nor fondly deem that she so quickly woiiy 
The yielding Helen will be yours alone ; 
As now Atrides by his guest betray'd 
Loudly complains of his dlshonour'd bed, 
Loudly shall you complain ; nor art nor cost; 
Can e'er restore a woman's honour lost : 
She bums for youj Atrides that she lov'd, 
fFond easy man !) the widow'd husband prov'd^ 
Hector's example should have fir'd thy breast,. 
CEnone like Andromache been blest- 
Lighter art diGu than leaves the ground thatstrowjj. 
The sapless leaves when winds, autumnal blow^ 
More weight than thou die chaffy ear retains- 
Dried by perpetual suns in parching plains. 
Thus did your frantick sister, while her hair 
Streamed to the winds, my wretched fatedeclaiicf 
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^Ah \ why CEnone sow with fruitkss pain 
The banen sands, and plough die shore in vain ¥ 
The Grecian heifer on thy labours deads, 
O haste, avert the rain that slie spreads ! . 
The Grecian heifer comes, her steps I trace^ 
Thee to destroy, thy country and thy race ; 
Ye pitying gods o'erwhelm tlie adulterous prow,. 
Lo \ thenccof PhrygianbloodwhattoTFents flow/ 
A w«y her handmaids tore the the raving fair ; 
On my pale brows upstood my parting hair; 
Too true alas were her prophetick strains. 
That Grecian heifer in my pasture reigns. 
Though famM for beauty, an adulteress vile^ 
Whom from her gods a stranger could beguile; 
Her too a certain Theseus (easy prey !) 
(Theseus if right I name him,) bore away^ 
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But he his prize a bold and amorous youdi 

RestorM a virgin, likely talc forsooth I 

Force though dbe plead^ and thus would blame 

escape^ • 
She who so oft is ravished courts the rape. 
These matters whence I know, or how I prove, 
Ask, and I answer in a word, I love. 
False as thou art, GCnone true remains. 
And to retaliate though provok'd disdains; 
Me the lewd heid of satyrs swift pursue, 
Lost in the woods I vanish from their view; 
Nor with the spiral pine on Ida crown'd 
Hast thou more favor, homed Faunus, found:. 
He, from whose hands proud Dion's bulwarks 

rose, 
LovM me and forc'd, my fierce i-csistancebiows;. 
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My pomted nails his radiant tresses tore. 
The marks his visage of my fury bore; 
Gold to atone the wrong my soul abhorr'd', 
Ingenuous beauty spurns a base reward ; 
The god inspires me with his healing ait% 
Glatefiil their functions to my hands imparts ; 
All herbs of power to soften human woe, 
All the wide world affords for cure I know,- 
Ah that no herb expels a lover's pain ! 
For my own aid my boasted skill is vain; 
Its potent succour not the god who gave 
From cruel love his own inventions save. 
From me the shepherd of Pherean plains 
Received the wound in his immortal veins: 
Nor genial earth, nor all the herbs that grow 
Thick on her fruitful bosom^ can bestow^ 
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No nor the god of health's restoring hand 
Impart the medicine that my woes demand ; 
Thou only can'st; have pity on the maid, 
Who lost implores, and justly claims thy aid. 
I bring no hostile armies from afar. 
Nor stir the avenging Greeks to cruel war; 
Still am I thine, with thee I fondly past 
My childish days, widi thee would breathe my 

last. 
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LAODAMIA 



TO 



PROTESILAUS. 



Fain the fond wife the husband's toils would 

share, 
The health slie sends Laodamia bear ; 
Bound by the winds at Aulis you remain, 
When me you leave, alas ! no winds detain ; 
Then should the rising waves your oars oppose. 
Its fury then the gathering storm disclose. 
More kisses for my husband, for his ear 

More last commands have I of import dear, 

X 
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Besides a thousand tender things to say, 
When from these walls they hurry you away; 
The wind that waits your spreading sails is fair, 
Joy to the mariners, to me despaii*, 
No lovers wind, the sailors thoughtless race 

It suits, and tears me from thylov'd embrace; 

« 

^V'ords on my quivering lips unfinish'd hung. 
Scarce utters one farewell my faltering tongue; 
full on your swelling canvass Boreas blows. 
And far from me Protesilaus goes ; 
Long as tliey can my husband bent to view 
Thine to the last my streaming eyes pursue; 
When thee I lose the lessening sails remain, 
The lessening sails my wearied sight detain; 
When tliou no longer, nor thy sails appear, • 
Nor ought betwixt high heaven and ocean drear j 
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With tliee too vanish'd every ray of light; 
Senseless I sink into oblivious night, 
Scarce can my sire, or thine my pow^ers repair. 
Or wiater sprinkled by a mother's care ; 
Kind pious cares their thankless child revive^ 
Indignant thus to be compell'd to live; 
Then with my senses all my woe returns, 
Stung with chaste love my faithful bosom burns ; 
To bind my flowing tresses I refuse. 
Or gems or golden ornaments to use, 
But like the frantick bacchanal appear, 
Whom the god touches with his maddening 

spear: 
Then thus the assembled matrons sooth my care* 
*Thy royal robes Laodamia wear.' 
What ? slmll I glitter la the Tyrian dye i 



30 



Beneath proud Ilion*s walls my husband lie ? 
I wreath my locks ? his head the helmet bind ? 
I cloth'd in pomp ? his limbs in arms confin'd ? 
Thy toils ril imitate, nor pleasure know, 
Till war shall cease my sordid robes shall flow- 
Paris, in amis thy fatal beauty drest, 
Prove a weak foe, as erst a faithless guest ! 
O had the Spartan bride thy features blam'd. 
Or thou despis'd her charms so loudly famM ! 
You, who too heavily your loss deplore, 
What woes, Atrides, has your wrath in store 1 
Ye gods, one victim, O, my husband spare, 
Let him return'd, of guardian Jove the care, 
To Jove his anus suspend ; yet war I dread. 
Tears at the thought like melting snow I shed ; 
Ilion and Ida, Simois, and thy stream 
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O Xanthus, names of sound portentous seem ; 

Nor unprepar'd had the perfidious boy 

SeizM on his prey, he knew the strength of 

Troy; 
Gaudy with gold he shone, as though he bore 
All Phrygia's wealth upon the rol>e he wore. 
Proud ships and men attending on their lord 
Display die powers of war his realms afford ; 
These, I suspect, might, Helen, thee subdue, 
And these, I think, the Grecian host may rue; 
Hector I fear, for Hector, Paris said, 
The blood of foes in war relentless shed: 
Me if thou love, of Hector then beware, 
(His name within thy mindful bosom bear,) 
Nor of him only, still when you engage, 
Think many Hectors in the battle rage. 
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And for the combat oft as you prepare, 

Say to yourself, *Laodamia spare.' 

If by the Grecian soldier Troy must falf, 

Be thou unhuit, and sink the accursed wall ! 

Let Menelaus stung with jealous pain, 

Her Paris won by force, by force regain, 

Rush on and conquer in a husband's right, 

Seek mid the foe his bride, and suing fight ; 

You only combat to return with life 

To the fond bosom of a faitliful wife. 

Trojans from many spare this single foe. 

Lest from his wound my issuing blood should 

flow; 
He is not form'd the naked sword to wield. 
Or face opposing heroes in the field, 
His prowess Cupid's battles better proves 
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Let others fight, ProtesUaus love. 
Scarce from recalling you I once refrain'd, 
Fear of ill omens then my tongue restiain'd ; 
Your foot the threshold struck, on war when 

bent 
Forth from the mansion of your sires you went : 
I mark and pray, in secret doom'd to mourn , 
*Be that the token of my lord's return ! ' 
Thus while I write your rashness to restrain, 
O may the winds disperse my boding vain I 
Him too his wretched widow shall deplore,^ 
The Greek, who first shall press the Trojan 

shore ; 
(Such they report the stern decree of fate;) 
O be not forward then, be more than late ! 
Of all the thousand thine the thousandth bark. 
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Last let thy teel the wearied waters mark. 
Last too, I charge thee, from thy vessel light ^ 
Not now thy dear paternal fields invite ; 
With oar and sail returning ply the deep. 
And on thy native shore with transport leap. 
If Phcehus crown, or sink beneath, the main. 
You cloud my day, at night in visions reign ; 
N^ht's welcome shades the happy maiden 

courts. 
Whose neck a lover's circling arm supports ; 
Robb'd of substantial bliss the gift of night 
I woo fallacious dreams for vain deh'ght : 
But wherefore pallid does thy form appear. 
And why complaining accents do I hear ? 
From sleep I start, the powers of night adore, 
On every smoking altar incense pour, 
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*rhen add a tear that blazes on the shrine. 
As when the flame ascends from oflFer'd wine. 
When shall my longing arms my lord inclose, 
I, every sense dissolv'd in pleasure lose; 
When hear thee, lock'd widiin thy lov'd em- 
brace. 
Recount ihy prowess and thy dangers traced 
What joy to listen to thy valiant deeds, 
While oft the mutual kiss the tale impedes. 
With happy pause while words for kisses stay. 
Then flow more ready from the -sweet delay ! 
But when of Troy I think, then seas and storms 
Cloud the bright hope that thus my bosom 

warms; 
This too alarms me, diat your hostile 'cotxrse, 
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Spite of opposing winds and waves, you f&rct - 
Who thus would homcwai:d steer ? with, adv 

verse wind 
You sail, and leave your native land behind i 
To his own city Neptune bars the road. 
Return, O Grecians, each to your abode : 
Ah whither rush ye ? hark, the winds forbid ) 
Nor chance your fury but the god has chid : 
Say what to Troy assembled nations draws ? 
Return ; a vile adulteress is the cause ; 
Far be the omen ! why do I recall ? 
Blow prosperous gales,, and bid the billows fall ! 
The lot I envy of the Trojan maid, 
Though on the shore slie dwell that foes invade^ 
And view, (sad spectacle!) her slaughtered 

friends > 
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Yet the fond bride upon her lord attends j 
She binds the casque upon his warrior brcm. 
And prints a kiss to battle ere he go. 
Then sofdy whispers, prompted by her love, 
'Return and dedicate thy ar»s to j-ove ;* 
Cautious he weighs the injtinction in his mkb^ 
And fighting thinks on her he left behiad : 
The hdmet she unclasps, witlidraw^ the shield^ 
Her bosom lulls him wearied from the fidd.; 
To me distracted, all fiilfiird appear 
With fetal certainty the dreams of fear. 
But while to war in foreign lands you roatn. 
Your dear resemblance I preserve at home, 
Moulded in wax your shape, your features trace. 
Bless with my vows, and clasp in my embrace; 
Could the wax breathe thy language in my ear. 
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Protesilatis would himself be here; 

On this I gaze, and to my bosom piess'd, 

Chide for reply, as speech the mute possess'd* 

By that return which shall my peace restore,^ 

By thy lov'd form, the gods that I adore ; 

By all the fires fiom Hymen's torch that glow^ 

By all the passion fondest bosoms know; 

By thy dear*head, that on thy native ground 

Still may I view with hoary honours crownM f 

Thy fates I follow, if to life they lead, 

Or, (Oh my fears !) they destine thee to bleed. 

Hear then my last, nor long, but earnest pray or 

Thy life picserve, ff mine be wprth thy care. 
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MEDEA 



rp. 



JASON. 



Yes wBcn the queen of Colchos late I reign'^ 
All dial my art could give thy suit obtained; 
Had but the sisters, who the fates dispose 
Of mortal life, then mine decreed to close, 
Medea well had died; from thence I date 
Days only JSngthen'd by avenging fate. 
Why to* this coast to steer, the youthful band, 
Whj did tiiy fleece, O Phryxus, tempt to laad, . 
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Why Colchian eyes Magsesian Argo vie^, 
And Phasian waters di ink the Grecran crew, 
My captive heart those golden tresses seize, 
Those feigned words, that gracefiil figure please? 
Eke, (since these shores his untried bark had 

made. 
He and his bold companions dar'd invade,) 
^son's rash progeny no charm had sav'd, 
Fire breathing bulls unpitied had he brav'd. 
Quick from the seed upsprung the armed £oe^ 
To lay the daring hand that ca^ it k}w; 
What fraud with thee had perish'd, had'st thorn 
bled, 

What ills rcserv'd for my devoted head I 

# 
Still on ingratitude reproach to heap 

Is pleasure, all from thee I hope to reaji. 
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Happy vxf countiy, ere dvy new fonn'd ^fofw^ 
The Colchiaa waves that wash it, dar'dDt 

plough! 
There I Medea idgn'd, as here the brid^ 
la wealth with hers my royal fath^ vied. 
Hers over sea divided Eppyre reigns. 
Mine PontiiSy hi as Scythia's bounds, restrains; 
The Grecian youths the embroider'd couches 

press, 
beta's hospitable board confess;- 
Then first I saw thee, then began to know. 
Then first my ruin'd peace receiv'd the blow; 
Lovely thou wert, and I by fate impell'd, 
While thine alone my ravish*d eyes beheld; 
Traitor thou knew'st, (for love who well con- 
ceals, ) 
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BetniyM the bursting flame itself reveab. 
Mean time your destin'd labours are display*<|, 
^That on the untamM bulls the yoke be laid» 
Fire in their nostrils, feet of solid biass 
Black with the flames that o*er the metal pass> 
Then to disperse the men producing seed. 
Men all in anus to bid the sower bleed; 
Last, nor the lightest emprise, to elude 
Those eyes by slumber never yet subdued/ 
^ef^s spoke; all rise with grief opprest. 
They move the banquet from the mournful 

guest; 
How far was then Creusa from your thought. 
Her sire, or kingdom for a portion sought ? 
Sad you retire, my swimming eyes pursue, 
•And my tongue muiinurs in ywir ear, * adieu/ 
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Then deeply wduiKled to my bed I wertt. 
And wept the live long night on thee intent ; 
The fiery bulls, the horrid harvests rise, 
The sleepless dragon still before ray eyes; 

Now fear, now love prevails, and now from feat 
Love gains new force, when morning's ray« 
appear; 

My sister comes, I press my averted faces 
Dissolv'd in tears, and shunning her embrace; 
She hop'd my aid her children might receive, 
The boon she craves to Jason's prayer I give. 
Deep in a grove which oak and pine o'ershade 
So thick, that scarcecan Phoebus pierce the glade, 
Long stood, and still Diana's shrine remains^ 
Theie in barbaric gold die Goddess reigns; 
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With me perhaps the place you have forgot, 
But there we met, and in that sacred spot 
Thus did you speak, * O arbitress of fate, 



On whom my trembling days suspended wait^ 

Enough the power, if power to kill be joy. 

But nobler 'tis to save, than to destroy ; 

By all my sufferings, which thy hand can ease, 

Thy grandsire's orb, the subject world who sees, 

By triple Dlan's mysteries rever'd, 

Or other gods in this thy country fear'd^ 

O in thy virgin lieart let pity plead 

For me, and those conJemn'd with me to bleed: 

Then, o'er my days to thee devoted, reign ; 

Haolv a Grecian husband thou'lt disdain: 

KIsc, (hut to hope presumptuous should I dare?) 

Vanish my fipiiit iiito fleeting air! 
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If other bri3e than thouj by Jason led- * 
Shall e'er ascend widi hini the genial bed:, 
H«ir Juno queen of nuptial rites, and thou, 
Tq whom within thy marble fane we bow.' 
This, (and how little this of all you said !) 
Was sure enough to move a simple maid ; 
Then your right hand, with solemn form, to*. 

mine, 
Pledge of the truthof these your words, you join ; . 
Your tears I mark'd; did they too feigned flow J 
Soon my young heart gave all it could bestow : 
The fiery bulls you yoke unhurt, and wound,. 
Guiding, the fatal share, the solid groun^l, 
For seed widi charmed teeth then sow the field f 
Upstarts the wanior with the sword and shield : 
Though mincthe charm, yet tremblingat thesight,^ 
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PaTe T bAetd the earthbora brothers figHt ;. 
Irhe ever waking dragon's scales resound. 
Hissing he sweeps in tortuous fo'd^die ground: 
Where then your richly portion.*il royal bride? 
The isdimus proud the waters to divide? 
I now a poor despis'd barbarian^ I, 
Now stained who seem with crimes of deepest dye^ 
Mediciu'd die monster's flaming eyes to sleep,. 
And gave to you the fleece helivM to keep. 
My sire betray'd^ and of his daughter reft f 
A throne, to live an exil'd handmaid, left! 
A sister's love despis'd, a modier's power! 
A foreign poller cropt my virgin flower! 
* My btx)ther, Omy brothet!* here the tale 
Of wrongs, of sorrows, and of crimes must fail; 
The deed it dar'd ta do^ dares not record 
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My trembling^fmndy bat wdl die avengii 
My limbs like his had scatter'd in the dust. 
And AhaCf O traiior! had dx gods been just: 
My woman*s heart no guilty fears restrain^ 
Already steel'd- m crimes I tempt the main; 
Now let the waves cKspaisethe justice due- 
Tq me for folly, and forfbiud to you. 
O had the sister rocks conspir'd to join 

O'er Thracia's straits, my limbs been crushed, 
with thine, 

We to the hungry pack of Scylla tost^. 

Or in, thy whirling gulph, Charybdis, lost! 

But safe- the victor tohi8^natiye shoie 

From rocks and seas propitious gales restore;. 

Thessalian cities the proud pomp behold, 

The crowded fane receive:^ the fleece, of gpli. 



What Boots It now of Pellas' fete to tdf 
Victim of filial piety who fdl, 
By fond deluded daughter doomM to bleed? 
Whoe'er condemns, still thou should'st praise* 

die deed. 
Thou, the sole audior of ray crimes abhorr'd ! 
Grief chokes my utterance, nor supplies a word- 
For die just sorrows of my bursting heart. 
When thou can'st bid me from thy doors depart i, 
I go, my children share the stern decree, 
And still pursues my steps the love of thee. 
Soon as the song of Hymen meets my ears. 
And wav'd on higli his blazing torch appears, . 
^To you his pipe with notes of joy resounds. 
Me like the trumpet's blast funereal wounds, 
I statt with horror, cold my bosom grows,^ 
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Nor the pang doom'd to pierce it deepest Icnows ; 
On rush die crowd, and Hymen diey repeat, 
At ev'ry shout my trembling pulses beat; 
My weeping slaves from me their tears conceal. 
For who die real evil would reveal? 
Better they deem disguisM the truth than tol3, 
More than I felt no tidings could unfold ; 
Then at the portal as our younger boy 
Tlie proud procession views with childish joy, 
* Mother,' he cries, * the pomp my father leads, 
All gold my father Jason guides the steeds ;* 
I beat my bosom, and my robe I tear, 
Kor do my nails my wounded visage spare; 
My fuiy tempts ir.c through the crowd to go, 
And tear the garland from my rivaPs bi;ow, 
AnJ scarce my frantick purpose I resign. 



30 



7o seize my husband, and say < diou art vainc^ 
O injurM ske, if that diy pangs may ease» 
■If that, thy manes» brother, can appease^ 
And you, if any shall my woes relate. 
Deserted Colchians, trhimph in my fate; 
Of friends, my country^ of a throne depriv^'d. 
And scom'd by him for whom alone I liv'd. 
O'er fiery bulls, and serpents I prevail. 
One man's unconquer'd heart in vain assaiU 
I, who with charms repel inchanted fire, 
^ow slave to passion in my own expire. 
Vain are my mutter'd spells, in vain I vow 
New rites to Hecate, or to Dian bow, 
'*To me no day shall e'er seern sweet or fair,^ 
No night with gentle slumbers sooth my care; 
Y^et I to sleep the watchful dragon laid. 
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To me alone my arts refuse their aid ; 
The fiiiit of all my toil a harlot reaps. 
The limbs I savM in her embraces keeps. 
Oft to your ideot bride, with triumph gay. 
Your wit perchance and prowess you display. 
My features and my manners may deride. 
And sooth with my defects a rival's pride; 
PleasM let her laugh, on downy purple sleep, 
Consum'dwidi wasting fires she soonshall weep; 
Revenge while fire, or steel, or poison gives, 
No foe unpunished of Medea lives i 
But O, if prayer thy stony heart may bend. 
Receive the suit to which I now descend, 
I, who that mercy, suppliant at thy feet. 
Which oft at mine thou hast implor'd, intreat; 
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Though mt tbdu seor^ our oftp f ig g , ytf^ f$$^ 

gaFdf 
Protect my chUdrcR fvomt n ste^damebsfFd ^ 
Image of thee too tniCy my tesFs they move, 
And wake (he fond Femembrance of our leve>« 
By the }nst gods y thy grandske's geiHftl r»Js^ 
Our son8> and merits of my foFfoec days^ 
Restore the rights for which with thee I fled^ 
Thy ph'ghted truth, thy kind protecting aid ;, 

Not such I ask, as erst my pity gave, 
From monsters, or devouring flames to save; , 
Thee only, thee I claim, my just reward, 
With whom a parent's tender name I shar'd^^ 
Ask for my portion, it was paid thee down, 
In tliat same field with teeth enchanted sown ;; 

# 

My dower the ram, his fleece of purest ore^ 
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A dower thou would'st not, sure, if claim'd rc- 
5tore; 

Thou, and thy Greeks preserved, my portion 
share, 

Tliis with the wealdi of Sisyphus compare ! 

My gift, thy boasted bride of royal line. 

To prove ungrateful that thou liv'st, is mine ; 

Live on : but wherefore should my tongue im- 
part 

The deep revenge I treasure in my heart ? 

My rage I follow, and may rue the event. 

Who sav'd a traitor^ and of diat repent : 

Big are my labouring thoughts, let him con- 
troul. 

The god, who stirs this tumult in my soxiL 



NOTES 



TO THB 



FIRST EPISTLE. 

Page S line 1. Thns thy Pendope, Ulytta, greets 

Thus to return her Ixngervng lord tntreott ; 

Ten years elapsed after the taking of Troy, before Ulysses 
returned to hb kingdom and the faithful Penelope, of whose 
viitues and sufferings a full account may be seen in the odys* 
sey, in books i ii iv xvi xviii and xxiii. 

line 7. the adulterer — Paris. 

Page 4 line 4, The pendent web^Tor the history of this web 
see Iliad ii, p. 93, and Mf;, Pope's translation, book ii, 
1. 107 to 127, and spectator, vol 8, no. 606 : it is thus ex- 
quisitely alluded to in the Bath guide, * 

Pray are not your ladies at Bath better plac'd 
Than the wife of a king who herself so disgraced. 
And at Ithaca KvM in such very bad taste ? 
Poor soul, while her husband thought proper to leave her. 
She slav'd all the day like a spital-field's weaver, 
And then like a fool, when her web was half spun, 
Pull'd to pieces at night all the work she had done. 

^perexiguiun volumen sed iniinitae dulce'dinis. 
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Tage 4 line 9 Antilochus^the son of Nestor. He wasldUeS 
by Memnon not by Hector; the commentators have therefore 
proposed to read Amphimacbas "for Antilochus; but it suited 
the purpose of Ovid to make Hector the general murderer.; 
such we may suppose tb^ fears pf Penelope as well as Lao- 
damia to represent him : it must not be therefore conceived 
that any thing in Homer was unknown to our author, of 
whom one of : tbe t hfuit judges* .dedared^it hard to '{mobouik* 
whetbi^ biBvw9fe.»jHore elegant, orieafoad poet. Antilochui 
was the neighbour of Penelope, and therefore more likely .to 
occur to her. 

line 11 Prntroclutm^kiAed in tbe aoBMiCtof Acbite. 
•Iliad xvi. 

line 13 The Lycian jjMar^^.^rpedjQD. 

Page 5 line 5 Maids fm^ theiv AMs6<»i^.«i-properIy briliai. 

Pyge 6 line 3 Rhesus, king of Thrace, .brought borsiies .to 
Troy which were to reader it invincible if they ever .tjEtit)^ 
the waters of Xanthus, but arriving too late to be adgjittied 
into the city, be encamped under the walb, where be jnfoa 
oppressed, with twelve ,Qf his followers, as be jsleptiii^ Jiis 
tent, by Diomed and Ulysses> who bad received iotelligeqce 
of his situation from Dolon, a Trojan «py ; Dolon lell ako 
by the same hands that slew the juufortimate, prince^ #ii4-/3ilMC^ 
fied off the fatal steeds. Ilind x. 

*Poeta elegantior inCertum aa doctior. Lowtb de wm^SMA 
Hebneonim. ^^ 
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PkbHkl gHttassenl Trojift, XedthuinVe bibiiBeiit JElmyH ik 

7%en took the iiery 8teedsi> ere yet the food 

Of Trey they taste^ ov drink Scamander's flood. Dcydtik 

ffage 8 line iS and only Jit to teize the housewife* t wool ; vid# 
Cbmus. 

It aetiim feir to t^stofe tMtf liite to On3t, frdttt iHioiit 
Milton certainly had it^ and A'vhom he both admired s&id itti- 
tated. No translator could have found one more fit for hit 
purpose. 

Page 11 line 8 J, whom you left a girl, shall old appear * 

It is- somewhere remarked by Mr. Addison (as the transk- 
tor thinks,) that a woman generally speaks her mind in a 
postscript ; thus Penelope, (perhaps the passage had not es- 
caped the remarker) Penelope, the pattern of female con- 
stancy and virtue, is here made to bring before her husband 
all the miseries produced by the siege of Troy ; (ihe detes- 
tatioa>eutertained of it, even in ashes, by the Grecian wo- 
men, her widowed bedj her da^s of sorrow and nights of 
labour, her love, her dread of Hector, his slaughter of the 
Grecians, his oWn mangled body drawn round the walls of 
Troy, her wretched state even after its fall, the desola- 
tion of the place itself, her fears of (he perils to which 
Vlysses was exposed by land and sea in his retum> her 
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freqaent and* anxious enquiries, ber jeafosuy, her fidelity, the 
hatefal addresses and plunder of the suitors, the treachery 
and insolence of his servants, the danger of liis son, the im- 
becility and extremity of his father,) and to close the whole 
with the reflection upon the loss of her beauty, and the de- 
plorable circumstauce, that she whom be left a girl, must now 
(even though he should immediately return) appear an old 
tooman (^Anus, a word of great force in the original, especi- 
aUy as the concluding one) in the eyes of her husband. 

Viz Priamus tanti, totaque Troja fuit. 

Perhaps the two last lines of this epistle would be bettet 
rendered thus, 

I, an old woman doubtless shall appear, 
(Come when yon will ',) a girl you left me here* 



JPIOTE& 

TO THB 

SECOND epistle:. 

Hecuba^ the mSe of Priam^ being big vdtb Paris^ dreamtfD 
dfat she waedelivered of a firebrand, which was to bum Troy;, 
and the oracle declaring that the child should bring destruc- 
tion upon his country, Priam commanded it to be exposed to> 
ivild .beasts, but.the mother, Hecuba,, contrived that ber soi^. 
should be preserved, and «ecretiy educated amongst the king's 
shepherds upon mount Ida, where beingr^rownt up, he tell la. 
love with CEnone, whom be forsoctk, when Helen was promi»> 
sed him by Tenus as a rewasd lor deciding in hei^tavouxr 
against Juno and Minerva. . 

Page la line 2 For M}^xne n^aAfMytKHMr^lbm com^Of. ^ 
Menelaus and^ Agamemnon^ 

Page 14 fme 6 Of a^retrtr rii«r—^antlhuk 

Sage \7 line 6 £oK.£Mft% jMttf Jtfewea ^fendf^ut^vim 
farewell.. 

Aye„ and liiaMoagiierof )tw^t!tet^iM% tit» Btooaa*, 

Mark hiiu, and wsile htsspeeche^ va theiK b^olu^ 
'Alas ! ' it cried,, *^P u^ jWMM ^1*^ Tllwniim 
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FiBge 17 line 16 My caret praen^dtftm 

Very fine use is made of this thoagfat by the g pec Uto i ^ Jtk 
tk letter from a motber to a son. vol it. no. 263. 

line 9 A dangbter wedded to a ktuidreiWi aoo ! 

Vidi Hecubam ceniumque noms. Virgil ii 505. 

Sad they beheld amid the moarf*ful scen^ 

The hmidred daughters to the mother qaeen. Pit. 

Piyden calb them wives., 

Phge 20 line 10 The brave DSfphohu tkall Mm the trtdh ; 

The mention of DeVphobus in this place is somewhat sin- 
gular, considering that be was afterwards married to Helen^ 
and the unfortunate figure he makes in the sixth book of' 
Virgil, probably in the hand of every body when this epistle 
appeared ; unless Ovid intended to insinuate how fallible 
these often prove> who are thought to ht, and realty acp: 
most capable of advising others. 

Atque hie Priarai(Jeo. laniatum corpore tota 
DeVphobum vidit lacerum crudehter ora, 
Ora, m»:iusqiie arabas, populataqoe tempera raptk 
Auribus, et truncas inhonebto vulnere nares. 
Vix adQ<^ agnovit pavitantem^ et dira tegenteok 
$upplicia i *••*• 

— — me iiite mea et-scelus exitiale Lacapnie 
ttecsere malis : ilia luec qioaumeiita reUfnit. 
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'Kain({nei t]^ ^upreMam falsa inter ^audis noctes 
£gerinius« #•♦♦# 

Turn me, confectum curis sonmoque grayatum 
luielix habuit tba1amii8> presiiitque jacentem 
Dulcis et alta quies> placidsque siinilima morti 4 
£gregia interea conjuRx arnia omnia -tectb 
Emovet, ct iidum capiti subduxerat emem ; 
intra tecta vocat Menelaum, et limina paudit. 

Here Priam*s son, DeYphobus, he found, 
IVhose face and limbs were one continued wound t 
* Dishonest with 1opp*d arms, the youth appears. 
Spoiled of his nose, and shortened of his ears. 
He scarcely knew hitn, striving to disown 
His blotted form and blushing to be known. 

■ *' cruel fate, and my more cruel wife 

To Grecian swords betrayed my sleeping life ; 
These are the monuments of "Helen's love, 
Tlie shame I bear below, the marks I bore above. 
You know in what deluding joys we past 
That night, that was by heaven decreed our last; 
With watching overworn, with cares opprest* 
Unhappy I had laid me down to ^e^t, 
And he;.vy sleep my weary hmbs opprest; 
Meantime my worthy wife our arms mislaid^ 
>And iroui beneath my head my sword €ODTty*cU 

^Diiahonest here meaas disgraced^ uDseemlj. 
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*^t1)e doA unlifitch'cl, uid, widi repiRrtocFcftllb 
^vites her former lord within my walls.'* 

The conseqaence is above described. 

Tage 21 line 15 This did ynw frtmtkk stffa%— Cassandra, 
who received the gift of prophecy ftam Apollo as the price of 
favours which she refiisedto grant; the offended god, there- 
fore, rendered the boon «eless which he could not withdraw, 
and she was doomed, -eternally to foretei events that weie 
really to= happen, and never to-be believed. 

'PageiJS Knel Ahi why (Ewme ^ 

"Whoever will not allow that Ovid is frequentjj sublime, aa 
well as witty, spirited, and tender, (in spite of Strada and 
his followers) either does not comprehend, or is not disposed 
to do him justice : the original speech of Cassandra, besides 
the animated expressions in which it is couched, has in it that 
mysterious obscurity which is at once characteristick of the 
prophetic style, and an acknowledged sdUrceof the sublime^ 
the description also of her in the fury of inspiration, and of 
<&ione listening is extrcmejy picturesque, though in few 
words, in the original. 

^age 93 line 13 He, from whM9 hondi f/rmad UMt M- 
warAs rose,— Apollo. 



:notes 



ON TBS 



THIRD EPISTLE. 



TroVMilans, a Tbesnluitf prioce, led forty diips tb Tivf; 
^e was the first imn who leaped upon • the Trojan shores 
md was kilh*d by Hector. Tide'Ihad vi. Laqdamia, npov 
Uearing this, is sdid to hare pat' herself to death ; also tor 
have expired in the arras of the ghost of her husband, which* 
at her desire appeared to her. 

•Paje 29 line 11 For hacchmnal-teMA Bacchanal. 
line 12 ^spear. 

The Thyrsus, a staff or. spear coTered with vine leaTCi^ 
<which was said to inspire with madness those touched by it. 

line 14 77iy royal robeM Laodamia wear* 

It is impossible not to smile at this assembly of the ladies 

•of the court, the result of their ^rave deliberations, and the 

solemn display (as we luaj suppose) of finery, the panacea 

ior tlie griefs oi ordinary Icnutle minds, so spiritedly Rejected 

•^y the ari|jiual Lttodttuaa, ih«it volu^Auous but faiUUulpriu^esa* 






^af^ 51 line 4 Gauiy wHh gold he thmtt. 

It is somewhere remarked Jthat Paris came Tery properTf 
•equipped to win the heart of the lady. 

page 32 line 14 He is •notfomCd the naked twcrd to wield, 

Or face -opponng heroes in ike field. 

There is no foimdation in Homer for makii^ Protesilaut 
this anwarlike character ; on the contrary, being the first 
man who landed, and lalling in consequence, he is intitled 
tp a place amongst the most distinguished heroes of the Uiad; 
the tenderness and the passion of Laodamia only can ex- 
cuse this. 

Page 35 line 7 What joy to listen to thy valiant deeds, 

Laodamia, after having laboured to make her husband 
avoid danger, is still desirous ol sharing his glory, and hear- 
ing him recount his valiant deeds : so iond are women of 
bravery in men, eyen where their fears are most interestedU 

Page 36 line 4 To his own city Neptune bars the roadp 

Neptune and Apollo built the waUs of Troy. 
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NOTES 

0» IB* 

FOURTH EPISTLE. 

J^soa when he cnme to Cdkhos in pursuit of the goldem^ 
tieece, was received, protected and beloved by Medea, tfie 
daughter of iOta king of Colchos,* and Hecate : she was 
said to be a great? sorceress ; probably a learned lady wito 
studied phytic. The epistle sufficiently explains all the.cir- 
cumstances relating to it, and needs no argument. 

Page 41 line 5 For Eppyre read Ep^y re— Corinth 

Pftge 42 line 12 Crcuw— daughter of Creon king of G)rinth». 

Page 43 line 9 She hop'd my aid her chUdren might receive* 

Chalciope, the sister of Medea, had four sons in the expe«. 
dition with Jason. 

Page 44 line 8 Thy grandtirt^i orb, 

J£jeta, the father of Medea, was the sob of ApoIIot 

*Sbe the Medea of Euripides, Ovid^s Metamorphoses, boolm 
¥i and vii, the Argonautics of Apollunius Rhodius, and the 
elegant tram^lation of the loves of Medea and Jason, ctedicated^ 
toihe £arl of QurlisleA bj|r Mr, £kiiu». late Dem olQulisle,.. 
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fine 9 triple Dton— Luna in the heayens, Diana npoi^ 
Hbe earth, and Proserpina in the infernal regions: she is repre*- 
fented also with three heads, of a man, a horse, and a dogt 

Page 46 line 5^ The isthmta-^of CocinUu 

line 8 Medidn'd the monster* ^flaming eyes to $leep,^ 



■jnor poppy, Mr mandnigoif^ 



Jfor allithe drowsy syrups oi the wocld 
jShall eves medicine thee to that ^weet sleefi^ 
lA^hich thon owM'st.yesterday. OTBEiii.o^ 

Johnson says the verb medicine is obsolete. 

line 14 'My brother, my brother !* Douolas* 

Absyrtus, the brother of Medea, whom she was said to- 
Bave cut to pieces, and to havt? scattered his limbs in the way 
of her father, and thus fetarded his pursuit^; the grief of the - 
father might render him incapable of pursuing the rauideres^- 
ef hb son. ' . , 

Page 47 line 9 had ike sister rocks conspired to join 

Symplegades— »Two rocks in the Thracian Bosphorus,. os^ 
father in the mouth of the Euxine, so close to e^ch othec- 
that, seen at a distance, they appeac ta joiD>.and were fat>le|^« 
by ^ poets^ to open and close 

Page 48 Ikie 1 WhathootsM^wmefFe^sfa^ <b feJUl 
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toiUng hiiiii> to hive meant the use of the wairo bath. Thb 
was probably some operation recommended by Medea,- and 
unsuccesfuUy performed by the daughters of Pelias. 

Page 50 hne 14 *To me no day shall e'er seem iweet or fair/ 
Hardyknuts. 

Page 53 line 3 This wiih the wealth ofSityphut compared 

Creon was the son of Sbyphus. 

line 6 Live on : bvt wherefore should my tongue mpar$ 
The deep revenge I treasure in my heart f 

Quos ego :sed motos praibtat componere Ductus. .£neidi 139. 

No, you unnatural hags^ 
I will have such revenges on you btith. 

That all the world shall 1 will do such tilings,—— 

What they arc, ^et I know not ; but they shall be 
The terrors of the world. Lfar. 

Medea being banished from Corinth by Creon, requested 
to remaia there one day, which was granted ; and in return^ 
she sent, as a present to his daughter, the wile ol Jason, a 
Tobe and a crown of gold, which that princess put qu, and 



mmhmm m£ hk daiifrfitw. Medea, 

children, t«l to Adnai^ dnuM by 

to her by the sun ; there she married .£geii8, the son of 

ftodion. ArguMCfU of the Medea ifEmnpedet. Siephem'i CdiL 




Sit Medea ferox invictaque: a ch a r acter ceitaiiily wdl 
«bA h«hl J wHMmht hy Ovid. 



1 



ltd 



iRM^MiiilaliT wktiMJ to 4iilndiiM <tns fjnoinBB %f Wk 
teended ▼erekm ef OtHI's tpinAtM, ^tfawe eccejited ahvsAjr 
•endeved by Dryden, Pope, or more modern writers,) widi 
Dryden's preface to Ins editioii of titem, ^ various hmnitB, 
wni. to hftve sdded fiome obsei^ationB ttpon Ovid md transk* 
tion ; but was willing to try the succeos of bis Terse, before 
lie loaded it with prose, an rnconvcnience, into which he hat 
liowever insensibly fidien, by the addition of some notes» 
which he hopes will nut be deemed flippant, and of others, for 
the use of unlearned readers, to whom he thinks all translat- 
ions ought to he accommodated% 

He once heard a most witty and learned person observet 
that Virgil, where he could not express what Homer has 
done in one line, has given it in two, a hint upon which the 
translator has sometimes proceeded, with the most humble 
imitation ; but hopes he has not used even this liberty so far« 
as not to preserve that ill understood, and calumniated cha- 
racter, of a faithful interpreter,* a character which, he ii 
persuaded, Horace intended to praise, rather than reprobate ; 
and he couiesscs that he had rather (with all humility be it 
said,) be thought to make Ovid speak, in good english, at 
he really has done in elegant latin, than as it may be sup- 
posed he would have spoken, had he lived ui these times ; for 
hum ht km gpoka^ we know in part, (though probably* ia 

^Ftdvs interprei* 
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iome cBsei, we are not sufficient judges,) bit how he would 
have spoken, who can pretend to say ? Yet such has beeb 
the praise given, (and by learned and ingenious men, from 
the days of Dryden to those iu which we live,) to translaton ; 
Dryden however, thought differently of their duty and e>* 
cellence, with whatever negligence or latitude he might 
himself sometimes translate ; and those who have toUowed 
him. Pope excepted, find it more easy to avoid his &alt% 
than to approach his beauties. 



FINIS. 



ENTEBED AT STATIONER'S HALL. 



Ale est er : Printed by T. Heming. 
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ERRATA. 
I 

Page 6 line 9 for (now thought pretend for me) read 

(now thought pretend for me !) 
Page 8 line 13 for teize read teaze. 
Page 13 line 2 for threatening read itngry. 
Page 19 line 1 for Like me deserted and tike me despair I 

read Like me deserted, and like me despair! 
Page 29 line 1 i for frantick read zoneless. 
Page 39 line 1 for Yes when the read Yes; when the 

line 3 (or fata read threads, 

line 5 for from read for. 
Page 41 between lines 10 and 11 insert the two following— » 

I giz'd, I died ; as on the sacred shrine, 

Devour'd by sudden fires the blazing pine. 
Page 48 line 3 for daughter read daughters. 
Page 52 line 5 for thy grandsire*s read my grcmdsire^ 
Page 57 line 5 for teize read teaze. 
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